LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                  Jl

light has on your humor. I should like to
try it. I love you in all sorts of weather.
Good-by.

LIX.

PARIS, Saturday night, March, 1843.
NOT the least trace of repentance in your
letter. I regret the amber pipe which you
had selected. There is something particu-
larly agreeable in carrying often to my mouth
a gift from you. But let it be as you
wish. I say this very often, and always with-
out reward for my resignation. I envy the
fate of women, who have nothing to do but
to make themselves beautiful and prepare
for the effect which they want to produce
upon others. Others is an ugly word, but it
preoccupies you more than me. I am very
angry with you without knowing the cause
of it; but there must be a real cause, for I
could not be in the wrong. It seems to me
that you become more selfish day by day.
In ' * us " you find only *' you.'' The more I
think of this the sadder it is. We are so dif-
ferent that we can hardly understand each
